/}. The Tragedy of Othello 

"Bra. The worfc welcome, 

I haue charg’d thee not to haunt about my dores, 

In honed plamencffe, thou had heard me fay 
My daughter is not for thee, and now in madnes. 

Being full of Cupper and didempertog draughty 
V pon malicious brauery,doft thou corae 
To dart my quiet? 

Rod. Sir, fir, fir. 

‘ Era . But thou mud needs be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them power. 

To make this bitter to thee, ' > 

Rod- Patience good fir 

Bra. WUut.xell'ft thou meof robbing ? this is Venice, 

My houfe isnota graunge. ~ 

Rod. Mod graue Brabantio , 

Infimpleandpurefoulel comctoyou. 

lag. sir, you are one of rhofe, that will not ferue God, if the 
Deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to doe youfcruice, youthinke 
wee are Ruffians, youle haue your daughter couered with a Barbary 
horfe ; youle haue your Nephewes neigh to youjyoule haue Courfers 
for Coufen8 , and Genncts for G trmans. 

"Bra. what prophane wretch art thou ? 

lag. lam one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, and the 
Moore , are now making theBcaft with two backs. 

"Bra. Thou art a villaine . 

lag. Y ou are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou lhalt anfwere, I know thee Rodorigo . 

Rod. Sir,I will anfwere any thing : But I bcfcech you, 
if’t be your pleafure, and mod wife confent, 

(As partly I find it is) that your faire daughter 
At this od euen, and dull watch oth’ night, 

Tranfported with no worfenOr better guard 
But withaknaueof common hire, a Gnndelier t 
To the groffe clafpes of a lafciuious Moore s 
If this be knowne to you and your allowance. 

Wee then haue done you bold and fawey wrongs ? 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me, 

Wee haue your wrong rebuke *. Do not beleeue 


the Moore of Venice. 

Y„ or d"“ter (if yo» haue not g.uen her leave, 
againc) hath made agraffe reuolt, 

VjfoJher duty, beaut ie, wit and I fortunes, 

gST-d S.ery Where : Srra.ght CarnSe your felfey 
]f (he be in her chamber , or your houfe, 

Let loore on me the Iuftice of the date. 

For thus deluding you. 

'Bra. Strike on the tinder. Ho : 

Giue me a taper, call vp all my people : 

This accident is not vnlikc ray dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already : • . * 

Light 1 fay, light. 

lag. Farewell, for I mud leaue you. 

It feemes not meet, nor wholefome to my place, 

To be produc’d (as if I day I (hall,) 

Againd the Moore, for I doe know the date, 

(How euer this may gaule him with feme checke) 

Cannot withfafety cad him, for bee’s imbark d, 

With fuch loud reafon, to the Cipres warres, 

(Which euen now dands in a&) that for their foulcs. 
Another of his fathome, they haue none 
To lead their bufinefle, in which regard, 

Tho 1 doe hate him, as I doe hells paines, 

Yet for neceffity of prefent life, 

1 mud (hew our a flag, and figne of loue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall furely find him 
Lead to the Sagitcary the raifed fcarch. 

And there will fbe With him. So farewell. 

JSxtt . 

^.nter Brabantio tn his nightgowns, and fermnts 
with Torches.- 

Bra. It is too true an euill, gone (he is, > 

And what’s to come of my defpifed tUrife, 

Is noughtbut bitterneffe now Redtrigo i 


